LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                   5*

XXXIII;

Sunday, December 19, 1842.
THE only thing in your letter which seems
clear to me is that you have a handkerchief
to give to me. Send it, or tell me to come
and receive it from your hand, which would
be much better. I hate surprises that are
announced to me, because I imagine them
much more beautiful than they are in fact,
Believe me, let us return to the museum
together. If I bother you, that will be the
end of it; if not, what prevents our meeting
from time to time ?

XXXIV.

December^ 1842.

Do you know that if we continue to write
to each other in this tone of amiable con-
fidence, keeping to ourselves our secret
thoughts, we have only one resource; that is,
to polish our style, then to publish some
day our correspondence, as was done for
Voiture and Balzac.o
